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said, " what to say of your heart and mind.
This very afternoon I said things that hurt you so
greatly. We exchanged such words that, if som.e-
one suggests that I got you beaten, men might
believe."

The Pandit put his hand against Thiru-
malarya's mouth. " Do not lend your tongue,"
he said, " to words that our enemies might speak.
Those who will go on living may afford to nurse
wrath and grievance. Why shall I truck with
them that am going in a moment ? Do I not
know you ? Have I not seen you ? There is no
speck of evil in your nature. How often have I not
said to the King: fl have at least one weakness.
I dearly love a game of chess. There is nothing
I will not neglect when I am engaged in one.
Thirumalarya has not even that. In his leisure
he devotes himself to the sacred hymns of his
religion.' Now, my brother, have you promised ?"

Thirumalarya said: "With gratitude, my
brother. There is no command that our King may
give me which I shall disobey.77 Vishalaksha smiled
a smile of contentment and lay back in bed with a
look of peace.

The medical man who had arrived a
few minutes earlier approached the Pandit and
put plaster and balsam on the injured parts